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not, in this case, the people of the emeutes and of the carre-
fours—it is the great Roman nation, and in this sense the
contempt with which it is mentioned is out of place."
On the 17th of February she appeared in the role otlsdbelle
in " Bon Sanche d'Aragon," which was never repeated. This,
one of the inferior plays of Corneille, had neither in the plot
or character one trait suited to Mademoiselle Rachel. It had
been altered to suit the modern stage by M. Naptal-Planat,
but was not more successful in its new dress than before.
In June the tragedy of " Catharine II." was brought out;
with Mademoiselle Rachel as the heroine. There really seem-
ed a fatality attached to her creations in the modern drama,
and it may be said with truth that, with the exception of
Virginie, perhaps not one of the characters written expressly
for the great actress, during the whole course of her dramatic
career, was suited to or worthy of her.
Poor Catharine II. has been the prey of novelists, drama-
tists, and poets without count. She has been dragged in the
kennel, and made the paramour of low-born, brutal soldiers;
she has been accused of perpetrating every crime, of stooping
to every weakness. No pity was shown her. She was a
monster—there is no rest for the wicked—was the argument
of her persecutors; she shall be tormented by the pen of every
scribbler, even to the end of time.
Certes, the Russians themselves must be very much aston-
ished at the liberties taken with the character of the great
queen of whom they are so justly proud. They must be
amazed at the zeal with which these confounders of history
pursue the memory of her who was a theme of praise with
the philosophers of her day, the Queen of Sheba of the wise
Diderot and the witty Voltaire, the elegant and refined woman
who introduced into a barbarous court the courteous and pol-
ished manners of that of Louis XV.
As a woman she was weak, as an empress she was great
indeed. In her soft, gloved hand, the brutal, rebellious Boy-
ards were held as in a steel vice, while before her determined
will the vast forces of the Ottoman Empire retreated dismayed,
and the ancient limits of Russia were carried beyond the Cau-
casus. Her heart knew no fear, recoiled before no obstacle.

